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A Love Letter To 
Almighty God 


By Eddie Doherty 








well, those in heaven and on 
earth, so they may join my friends 
in praying for me. And I must 
confess to Your friends and mine 
that most of the material for the 
book comes to me from You. 

Will they believe this? 

Was Mary Beautiful? 

Will they believe, for instance, 
that last night I asked You about 
Mary? ‘What was she like? We 








Dear God, Eternal Buyer and 
Seller of time; if I rail at You for 
keeping me awake nights when 
I should be sleeping, please don’t 
be offended. It is only my natur-| 
ally nasty temper making itself 
felt; merely my inner viciousness 


breaking into a rash of words and 
movements. 


Please don’t stop coming into| 


my bedroom every night to talk 
to me. No matter how I act, or 
what I say, I love Your visits; and 
I hold them sacred. I love the 
golden thoughts You leave with 
me, though I tremble under the 
weight of them, and the necessity 
of properly distributing them. 
Wide awake, or sleepy and cranky 
as a well-fed child kept up late by 
papa, I love You with all my shal- 
low heart. 
What’s Mine Is Yours 

But Your visits have such pow- 
erful effect on me that I react like 
a clown, or a boor, or a fretful 
little fiend. I don’t really mind 
the loss of sleep. It’s Your time 
I’m living on; and You should 
have the say as to how I spend it 
—up or down. It was like this 
when I was_ pregnant with 
“Splendor of Sorrow”, and later 
when I was big with “Martin”. I 
lay awake then, half the night, 
talking to You, and to Your mo- 
ther, and to Your saints, asking 
questions arid getting beautiful 
and profound truths in answer. 
You have a language all Your 
own in heaven; a language lovel- 
ier than any human poetry. 

And now that I am going to the 
Holy Land, and am preparing to 
write a book about the Life of 
Your Son, Jesus, I should expect 
at least seven sleepless nights a 
week. And I should expect to 
thrive on the excitement and joy 
of being so close to You, and of 
learning so much from You. 
What’s the loss of sleep to what I 
gain? 

I can’t help wondering. What 
if the book is just another book? 
What if it doesn’t make anybody 
see. Your Son as He was on earth? 
What if it doesn’t make some- 
body love Him? Suppose I turn 
this sublime assignment into a 
sodden failure? 

I have told my friends about 
this venture, in Eddies of 1961. 
Now I must tell Your friends as 
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have no description of her. Noth- 
ing but guesses and silly lies. Our 
Lady is the most neglected wo- 
man in history. Was she beauti- 
ful?” 

|- And will they believe Your ans- 
|wer . .? “If you ask me how beau- 
tiful is Mary I will ask you how 
beautiful is heaven. 

“Mary is the most beautiful 
creature I have ever made. She is 
|more beautiful than all the angels 
}and all the worlds of men and wo- 
/men, and all the beautiful things 
|in the galaxies of My heaven. She 
|is as perfect as I, God Almighty, 
Infinite Perfection, could make 
her. 

“She was made in heaven. She 
was heaven. My Son reigned in 
her and through her. She was fill- 
ed with grace. She was filled with 
beauty. She was filled with the 
splendor of heaven. She was filled 
with God!” 

Perhaps a normal man could go 
quietly and easily to sleep after 
hearing such a statement from 
You, Lord. But who said I was 
/ normal? 

God, if I shut my eyes and pre- 
tend to be asleep while You are 








talking to me, forgive me. If, in-| 


stead of crying out to You, as I 
should—“My God, my God, why 
have I so many times forsaken 
You?”—I yawn in Your face, or 
take a pill, or get up and turn 
on the lights and read a book, or 
play with cards, or go downstairs 
for whatever I can filch from the 
freezer, it isn’t really bad man- 
ners, nor any sort of discourtesy. 
It is just me, an old sinner so 
rattled by the knowledge of Your 
presence, and so appreciative of 
the things You say, that I want 
to annihilate myself. And one way 
of doing this is to go to sleep. 
Long Long Entrail 

I am convinced that if I eat 
something I can sleep. So I put 
my slippers on, and maybe a bath- 
robe, and begin my raid as quietly 
as I can. But always the stairs be- 
tray me. They creak and groan. 
They shriek and scold and com- 
plain. They squeak. And they 
squeal to Father Callahan and to 
Father Briere who live upstairs 
with me. 

“Father Cal’, they shout, “he’s 
on the loose again. Tie him up. 
He’s going to gorge his gorgeous 
gut. Father B, he’s on the over- 
weight trail. He’s pantry panicky; 
he’s snack snoopy; he’s an owl on 
the prowl for the breast of a 
fowl; he’s sneaking a march on 
the fat and the starch. Crack 
down on him before he opens the 
ice box door.” 

The priests awake, perhaps. But 
they are lean and lenient, and 
they understand. They go to sleep 
again, sweetly and easily — bless 
their holy eyes! I come up with 
forage in my fist. The tattle tale 
Stairs are scandalized again, and 
twice as noisy as before. But I 
attain my sleep! 

In all this business, Lord, I am 
not hinting it is late and Your 
mother might be worrying about 
You, or that some other crazy 
writer is asleep—and would love 
to have You visit him. I am mere- 
ly trying to quiet myself, trying to 
rid my mind of anxieties and 
doubts and fears, so I can rise 
and write in the morning. 

With that stolen sandwich, and 
a gulp-or two of You know what, 
and the words of an old song of 
the first world war; ‘There’s a 
long entrail awinding, into the 
the land of my dreams”, I can ac- 
tually win sleep. 

It Was No Pony Tail 

I lay awake a long time last 
night, thinking of Our Lady, and 
of Mary Magdalen. I never realiz- 
ed until quite recently what the 
Magdalene’s long hair meant to 
the story. 

It was a great disgrace for a 
Jewish woman to appear in pub- 
lic with her head uncovered. 
Mary, to admit she was a notor- 
ious sinner, let her hair hang as 
it would. And, as it was red and 
gold, it could be seen by all her 











Promises of the Sacred Heart 
1. “I will give them all the graces necessary in their state of 
life. 
2. “I will establish peace in their houses. 
3. “I will comfort them in all their afflictions. 
4. “I will be their secure refuge during life, and above all, 
in death. 
5. “I will bestow a large blessing upon all their undertakings. 
6. “Sinners shall find in My Heart the source and the infinite 
ocean of mercy. 
7. “Tepid souls shall grow fervent. 
8. “Fervent souls shall quickly mount to high perfection. 
9. “I will bless every place where a picture of My Heart shall 
| be set up and honored. 
|} 10. “I will give to priests the gift of touching the most 
hardened hearts. 
11. ‘‘Those who shall promote this devotion shall have their 
names written in My Heart, never to be blotted out. 
12. 


“I promise thee in the excessive mercy of My Heart, that 
My all-powerful love will grant to all those who communi- 
cate on the First Fridays in nine consecutive months, the 
grace of final penitence; they shall not die in My disgrace, 
nor without receivng their sacraments; My Divine Heart 
shall be their refuge in this their last moment.” 


THE POWER 
OF LOVE 


By 
Rev. Emile Briere 











A Christian is one who loves. 
That is his distinctive mark or 
characteristic. 
who abstains from meat on Fri- 
day, who goes to Mass on Sun- 
day, who reads the Catholic press, 
who sends his children to Catholic 
schools. But one who loves. 
“Walk in love”, says St. Paul. 
| “By this will all men know that 
you are My disciples, if you have 
love for one another,’ The Lord 
had taught this many times, in 
different words and ways, all 
through His life. Love God. Love 
your neighbor. These few words 
summarize the whole of the 
Christian life. 

To love is to give. To give all 











Journey Inward 


By Catherine Doherty 











When I was young my mother 
used to teach me, gently, often 
in parable or story form, the 
great truths of our Faith; always 





adapting her teachings to my 
childish understanding and 
| moods. 


I remember one time, I was 
quite baffled by the difference, 
that she seemed constantly to 
stress, between two words—‘Like”’ 
—and “LOVE”. To me it seemed 





quite clear. You loved those that 

you liked. You liked those that: 

you loved. So I kept asking moth-| 

er what was the difference. And | 

why did she stress it again and 

again in many of her stories? 
It Came To Pass 

Mother would just smile and 
say only, “Wait, child, and see. 
Someday you will find out.” 

-So it came to pass. The first 
time I met this situation was 
when a new girl came to the 
class. She was selfish and though- 
less. She was one nobody either 
loved or liked. Myself included. I 
told Mother about that. And 
again she smiled and said, “Wait 
a while longer.” 

The next time it was worse. I 
had just gone to the Russian 
front to nurse in the first World 
War. Truly, the nurse in charge 
was something to behold. The way 
I felt about it, “The less said, the 
sooner mended.” But I had to tell 
Mother. 

This time she told me a story 
about a leper who was very dis- 
figured. People did not know he 
was a leper and he went asking 
alms from door to door in a vil- 
lage. His ugliness frightened 
most people. No one gave him 
anything. All chased him from 
their doors, except one old lady 
who got him to come and sit by 
her fire. She shared with him her 
fire. She shared with him her 
humble meal. She event went so 
far as to offer him her bed, saying 
she was quite used to sleeping on 
the floor. 


And then they brought You in. 

And I beheld You thus. . 

And then You vanished 

From my sight. . 

And all I could see. . 

Was cloak, 

And chain, 

And crown— 

Not as they were, 

But as they showed me them. 

And then quite suddenly 

I understood 

You were in pain .. 

The only thing that I could 
do— 

Was then to love 

The selfish, 

The thoughtless, 

And the cold. 

My feet had wings, 

And I began to serve 

For love . 

Love serves 

Without counting cost .. 


The selfish, 

, And the thoughtless, 

| And the cold. . 

| Because they bear 

Within their souls, 

Yourself, My Lord, 

Yourself! 

All chained and crucified. 

And crowned with 
again! 


Free Children 
Of God 


By Jose De Vinck 


thorns 


| 


| 
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Christ came, not to destroy the 
Law and the Prophets, but to ac- 
complish them. He came as a pow- 
erful and warm spring wind, scat- 
tering right and left the dead 
\leaves of a dead season: all the 
|Yitualistic narrowmindedness of 
the oppressing Scribes and Phar- 
isees. And they — because they 
clung to their privileges and yield- 
ed not to the Spirit—were brush- 
ed away with their own petty de- 
vices, ever to weep in their dam- 
aged pride upon the ruins of the 
Holy City they themselves had 
destroyed. 

The Spirit moved beyond them, 
and settled upon the humble, 
Jews and Gentiles alike: and it is 





I Let You In 
As she finished speaking a| 
strange thing happened. The le-| 
per shed his ugliness like a cloak. | 
And before her stood Our Lord) 
Himself, in all His shining beau-| 
ty! 
Many years have elapsed since’ 
my mother told me that story and) 
I have met the cold... the 
thoughtless . . . and the selfish in 
great numbers. I know today the 
difference between “Like” and 
“Love”. I know that one is of 
earth and the other is of heaven. 
One is of emotions. The other is 
of the Will and of Faith. Recently 
I wrote a poem about it, and here 
it is: 
I let You in today. 
You were disguised . . 
And then perhaps 
You weren’t at all.. 
They fettered You with 
Chains of selfishness .. . 
They wrapped You up 
With a cloak of their shallow- 

ness... 

They crowned You again, 





|world. She wore it thus as a con- 


With the crown of their 





(Continued on Page 4) 





thoughtlessness .. . 


‘live, and that the Church was born 


| Every time that—in the world 


of this Spirit that we breathe and 


and stands forever, despite its en- 
emies, despite what we ourselves 
so often do to cast her down. 


or in religion—a devotional prac- 
tice takes precedence over charity 
some complicated man-made rité 
or rule or constitution takes so 
much time and attention that it 
stifles love; a self-made scheme of 
perfection is followed to the let- 
ter with such rigidity that the 
neighbor is left to flounder with- 
out help: every time such a thing 
happens, we are forgetting that 
The Spring Wind has come; that 
the letter is now dead, while the 
Spirit lives. 

We are no better than the 
Scribes and the Pharisees. With 
them, we crucify the Lord! The 
Freedom of the Children of God 
is this tremendous gift by which 
we live BY LOVE ALONE. 

Love, and do as you will, for 
you will be doing the will of Love. 
Obey, but in the spirit of love; not 


one possesses. To give oneself. 
God, Who is Love, gives all He 
possesses, gives all of Himself to 
us. His creation. Himself in the 
Person of the Son. We are called 
to become divine. We become di- 
vine by self-giving by loving. 
God Always Gives 

Love is the life of the Most 

Holy Trinity. The Father gives 


‘|Himself perfectly to His Son, the 


Son to His Father, and this mu- 
tual gift eternally flowers into 
the Holy Ghost. In the Old Testa- 


who—is always—there, already 
prefiguring He-who-is always — 
self-giving in the New. 

For this was the essence of 
Christ’s revelation. He came to 
tell us that God loves. He spoke 
in deeds much more than in 
words. Every action of the Boy, 
the Carpenter, the Preacher, the 
Healer spelt out for all to see, 
down the ages, that God gives 
Himself. Not only His Power, His 
Talents, His Knowledge, but al- 
ways Himself, and all of Himself. 

On the Cross for three excru- 
ciating hours He proclaimed the 
| message in all its fullness. Who is 
|God? Look. Read the clear answer 
in each precious drop of His Pre- 





who gives—himself—always! God 
is He—who—gives—himself — al- 
ways! God is He—who gives him- 
self—always!” 

This was the moment of His 
great glory. On the previous night | 
He had anticipated it by exclaim- 
ing: “Father, the hour has come! 
Glorify Thy Son that Thy Son 
may glorify Thee.” He rose trium- 
phant on Easter morning. He ap- 
peared to His apostles in His 
transfigured body—joyfully bear- 
ing eloquent wounds. The five 
proofs of God’s love. 

God’s New Name 

Gazing in awe upon these five 
most precious jewels, the Apostles 
knew that He who had suffered 
and died on Friday was indeed 
God. And they learned God’s new 
name: He — who — is — always— 
giving — himself. Totally. With- 
out any reservation. 

They were stunned. I suggest 

that they were disappointed. They 
had expected Christ to manifest 
His power in other ways: by call- 
ing on His angels, pulverizing His 
enemies, proclaiming Himself 
King; by making them rich, pow- 
erful, important. But now all that 
was terribly changed. What did 
His self-giving mean for them? 
That they would have to give of 
themselves, all of themselves, 
even unto death? That they 
should become servants instead of 
masters? That they should let 
themselves be hurt, present the 
other cheek, love their enemies? 
I think they were stunned, be- 
ing human. As we are when He- 
who-gives-himself-always looks at 
us, shows us His wounds, and 
asks: “Do you want to become 
divine?” Peter couldn’t take it. 
Of course he rejoiced that the 
Lord had conquered death. But 
now he, Peter, had to conquer 
the world. He was the rock. He 
had begun to suspect the price of 
that conquest. He couldn’t look 
at that. We know that he went 
fishing. 


ee 





as punctilious slave of the word 
made Master, but as the free and! 
trusting child of the Word made 
Flesh. 








iduring those strange days which 


What Did Peter Think? 
What thoughts harassed him 


Not merely one| 


ment, God is called Yahweh, He—| 


|preceded the transforming action 
‘of the Crimson Dove, the Spirit 
lof Love, as he repeated, mechan- 
ically, the gestures of the past, as 
ihe lay abed seeking repose? Per- 
haps he saw again all the un- 
| pleasant events of the last few 
years, the persecutions, the ani- 
mosities of the ruling classes, the 
| misunderstandings, the constant 
lopposition of people of import- 
|ance; poverty, humiliations, suf- 
‘fering. And, after the Ascension, 
without Christ to carry the load, 
ito sustain, to encourage, to lead. 
Goodby little ships and big ships 
lof the King. Good-by prestige, 
honor, position! A life like Christ’s 
Perhaps a death like His! Peter 
kept on fishing. For a while. Then 
he followed in Christ’s footsteps. 
He died joyfully embracing his 
own special cross. 
| is He-who-gives-himself- 
|always. Witness the Host at Mass, 
at communion; the Tabernacle 
the rest of the time. God invites 
us to become divine. He invites us 
to a union of total love. He invites 
us to love. To give of ourselves. 
He invites us, therefore, to suffer, 
to die to self, to kill our self-love 
by loving. 
Need for Prayer 

Like the apostles, we too are 
stunned, dazed, when we begin 
to “get the picture’. We want to 
run away, to distract ourselves, to 
forget. We fear with a great fear, 
jwe shake, we fight . . when an 
|“‘impossible” love is asked of us, 
when we are tested beyond hu- 
|man endurance, when the cross 
|has become intolerable. 
| We need to pray then. To pray 
as never before. Even if all we 
|can offer is the prayer of our 
|tears, the prayer of our fears, the 
|prayer of our cowardice. ePrhaps 
our hour has not yet come, as a 
modern writer puts it. We should 
pray, he continues, not to be re- 
signed to God’s will—a dreadful 
expression — but to embrace joy- 
fully this new challenge to our 
love, this bright and shining op- 
portunity for a greater self-giving. 

We become divine in the mea- 
sure in which we give ourselves, 
in the measure in which we love, 
in the measure in which we are 
always giving ourselves. This is 
the power of love. It makes us 
God-like. It makes us like Him- 
who-is-always-giving-Himself. 


A FAREWELL SONG | 


By Diane Zdunich 





| 
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cious Blood. In ringing tones they | 
chant as they flow: “God is He— | 





| 
| 





Josephine wanted a song. She 
had set her heart especially on 
Psalm 44: The Royal Wedding 
Song for the Messiah. It is a 
Psalm which speaks for all of us 
here to God, and it speaks to God 
for us. Although the words did 
not point at Trudi and Marite and 
Elsie and their venture into our 
first “‘overseas” mission field, one 
could sense in reading it, that 
this psalm was the perfect one 
for the occasion. 

There are probably many ways 
of writing a song. Some people 
start with music and fit in the 
words. Others may work on both 
together. There wasn’t really a 
choice to be made in this case. 
The words seemed to re-adapt 
themselves to our needs, and the 
music seemed to be caught in the 
new words, waiting only to be re- 
leased in notes and sounds. 

So I released them. 

These are the words: 

CHORUS: My heart is eager 
and my song is beautiful as I run 
to give my life to the King. 

1. True beauty is yours, for God 
has blessed you. 

May your works always shine 

with His Light. 

2. Take up the sword of the spririt 
and go. 

May the King work wonders 
with your hands. 

3. Hear O Daughter and attend 
to my words. 

Forget your people and your 
Father’s house; 

The King is pleased with 
your beauty; 

He is your Lord, Obey Him. 
4. You will be the joyful mother 
of many children. 

They will become leaders in 
their land. 

They will keep God’s name 
in their hearts 

And sing His praises with 








their lives. 











RESTORATION 


oa we ~ June—1961 





original Hebrew and Greek mean- 





Page Two 


RESTORATION 


MADONNA HOUSE 
Combermere, Ontario 
Canada 





VOL. XIV. No. 6. 





BDDIE DOHERTY -.-.---------------------------------------- Editor 
CATHERINE DE HUECK-DOHERTY Managing Editor 
REV. J. T. CALLAHAN Supervising Editor 
JOSEPHINE HALFMAN Circulation Manager 
Subscription price $1.00; Single copies 10c 
RESTORATION is published monthly for clarification of Cathelic 
social thought with the approbation of the Most Reverend Bishop 


- J. Smith of Pembroke, Ontario, and is owned by Madonna House 
Apostolate. Authorized as Second Class Mail, Post Office Depart- 


ment, Ottawa. 
RESTORATION is a Member of the Catholic Press Association 








WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


The month of June brings us the feast of the 
Sacred Heart. A feast of great popular devotion. For 
which the theme of Reparation is always stressed. 
Reparation for the sins of mankind. Reparation for 
our own sins. Reparation for insults to God. Repara- 
tion for indifference and complacency in the baptized. 


But the Feast of the Sacred Heart should make 
us think in depth. Should make us pray in depth 
and in height. It would be well if all of us could re- 
tire to some quiet spot for a few minutes, if not more, 
of solititude and silence, in which we could begin to 
understand what this Feast, this symbolic feast 
which brings forth the Human Heart of Christ, really 
means. 


It reveals “The Glad News” — THAT GOD 
LOVED US FIRST! ... THAT HE EMPTIED HIM- 
SELF AND TOOK OUR HUMAN NATURE . . THE 
NATURE OF A CREATURE SO FAR BELOW HIM- 
SELF—THE CREATOR! That He lived among us and 
taught us! What depths of love these words bring 
forth! God among men! The All-Knowing, the All Per- 
fect, among us creatures of such limited capacities and 
intellect. 


And finally—OH MYSTERY INCOMPREHEN- 
SIBLE—He died for us! 


He emptied Himself for us, even unto death. 
Even unto the tomb! He Who was life! He Who was 
Love! 


What should we do in return but empty our- 
selves of everything that isn’t He, and begin to love 
Him in return? Realizing our poverty, we should im- 
plore Him to fill us with Himself. The Greeks had a 
word for this “emptying”. They called it KENOSIS. 
We should engage speedily in this kenosis. Because 
then, filled with Him, we could begin to live His life 
of grace. His divine life. We could begin really to 
love Him in return as He wants to be loved. And 
loving Him, we could show His face to the world. For 
if the world beheld His face in us in the fullness of 
the radiant beauty which would shine through our 
CHRISTIAN LIVES ON THE MARKET PLACE — 
THEN THE WORLD WOULD TRULY BE HEALED 
AND RESTORED BY HIM. Peace would reign among 
us ... the peace we desire with such a flaming desire. 
And happiness would be ours. The happiness which 
we so vainly search for across our days and years. 


Indeed the Feast of the Sacred Heart is the 
feast of the love of men by God. Perhaps we should 
make reparation. Then, again, perhaps, we should 
simply begin TO LOVE HIM BACK MADLY, TO LIVE 
HIS COMMANDMENTS OF LOVE TO THE HILT. 


Today, with crises encompassing us like loud and 
stormy waves of a sea lashed by a thousand winds, love 
alone .. . love of God and man... can save us. 


The way to such a love is through emptying 
ourselves, through a complete kenosis, that would 
enable us once again to show our cynical world HOW 
CHRISTIANS LOVE ONE ANOTHER. 


Once the world beheld this love, as in the days 
of old which were just as tragic in their own way, 
it would seek the source of this love. And it would find 
God. 


Yes, the month of June is the month of the 
Sacred Heart, the month of God’s love for man—At 
least the one in which the symbol of His love, His 
most Sacred Heart, is honored. 
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EDDIES OF 1961 


By Eddie Doherty 











The trouble with a monthly 
aper is that a month is a long 
ime. You write something for the 

April issue, let’s say, and ask the 
readers to tell you what they 
think. The paper comes out in due 
time, in April—Maybe the first of 
the month, maybe the fifth or 
sixth, maybe later—depending on 
— mailing department. But 

fore you can print anything 
from your readers the May issue 
is going through the works. So 
you have to wait until June. 
Some of you may remember 
that in this column last April, I 
printed a number of letters. One 
was from a woman in Washing- 
ton, D.C., asking me to write a 
Life of Christ that everybody 
could read and understand, one 
that would make everybody love 
Christ. She got up at 3 o’clock in 
the morning to write me, and 
stayed writing until 4.30. 

A Title Wanted 

And there was a letter from a 
woman in New Brunswick, the 
mother of seven children who! 
wrote about the Clergy and the 
| Laity. She said her say about blis- 
| tering sermons, and about priests 
who were, it seemed to her, too! 
austere in the Confessional. 
Well, now I can tell you what 
happened. 
It seems I am actually going to 
write a Life of Christ. In fact I 
have already written part of the 
first chapter. And it seems that, 
in a few weeks, I shall be on my 
way to the Holy Land. 
The Bruce Publishing Co., who 
have published four of my books, 
sent me a contract for the book 
I am to write about the Lord, and 
enclosed a check for advanced 








royalties. They want the book 
delivered to them by April 1, 1962. 
What’s a good title for it? | 

One of our own priests, Father| 
Paul Bechard, is preparing to ac- 
company me. He has always want-| 
ed to see the Holy Land — for 
that matter, what priest doesn’t 
want to see it? And he has never 
had the opportunity. He has 
never been abroad. 

So it develops I must not only 
write a book — for which I am 
woefully ill equipped—but I must 
also show Europe to a friend! 
Imagine me showing Father Be- 
chard London, Paris, Brussels, 
Loretto—we want to see the Holy 
House of Nazareth, which is at 
Loretto—Rome, and Dublin. Im- 
agine me just showing him Paris! 
A Pauper Pilgrim 

My friend of the Byzantine rite, 
Father Joseph Raya, has friends 
and relatives in Palestine and Le- 
banon who will help me. He has 
assured me he could “keep me” in 
Jerusalem, and wherever else I 
wanted to go, for three months at 
least. This without expense to me. 
All I needed he said, was my fare, 
which the Bruce people have pro- 
vided. 

So it comes about that though 
I am a beggar, a pauper, a lay 
apostle with a vow of poverty, I 
can go to Europe for weeks and 
weeks -—- and bring my private 
chaplain with me! God is wonder- 
ful; God is good. 

Quite a few readers have com- 
mented on the letter from the wo- 
man in New Brunswick, and her 
attitude toward the clergy, her 
demand for “Respect for the 
Laity.” Here’s one from Mrs. Chris 
Thomasmeyer: 

“I’m sure many of us are in 
complete accord with this lady. I, 
for one, have often had similar 
thoughts, but didn’t dare express 
them, even to myself, for fear of 
the seeming lack of respect for the 
clergy. Now that you have open- 
ed the door, may I add to the ‘pet 
peeves of the Laity’? 

“There is the ranting at those 
present because they don’t attend 
this, that, or the other service— 
ranting despite the fact that they 
are there! It is those who are not 
there who deserve the ranting, 
but sey caeane it. Those present 
should welcomed, not scolded. 
How to “Unbuild” 


“One of the finest priests I have 
ever known taught his little con- 
gregation the Missa Recitata. He 
had a wonderful group of Fran- 
ciscan cord-bearers, and an excel- 
lent and active Third Order 
group of young people. Then he 
was transferred; and his place 
was taken by a very young curate. 

“In his first sermon, this priest 
told his wonderfully indoctrinat- 
ed congregation that he wanted 
it understood, ‘right from the 
start’, that he expected so and so 
and this and that. He carried on 
for some minutes, belligerent, de 
manding, even bullying. Each one 
of us slowly became resentful. 
The young priest wound up by 
saying he didn’t expect to be pop- 
ular, didn’t care whether people 
liked him or not, but wanted 





P-;}means of a microphone. In this 


“Can’t you see the work of his 
wonderful predecessor crumbling 
to pieces? ; 

“We could go on and on. But is 
that being charitable or humble? 
Priests are human too. Like the 
rest of us, they have frailties, per 
sonality weaknesses, and faults. 
Once when a priest, assisting a 
busy pastor, rambled on and on 
in his sermon—it was a hot and 
muggy summer day — repeating 
himself continually and getting 
nowhere, I became restive. Evid- 
ently my twitching and sighing 
was quite noticeable, for my teen- 
age son leaned over and whisper- 
ed, ‘Offer it up, Mom’” 

If We Stray Too Far 

And this is from Mrs. Ella B. 
Collins: 

“The seven children of the lady 
from New Brunswick must have 
really been raising Old Ned when 
she wrote you that letter about 
‘Respect for the Laity’. Without a 
doubt she wrote the epistle one 
Sunday after Mass when the 
priest had jacked up all the par- 
ishioners. There was no need to 
believe the reprimands were ad- 
dressed to her individually. If the 
shoe doesn’t fit, don’t wear it. 

“T admit some of the clergy are 
frequently very emphatic about 
the Wages of Sin. In this day and 





age of fast living, crime, delin- 
quency and communism, the good 
fathers must feel the need to keep 
reminding us over and over, the} 
consequences if we stray too far) 
from the Fold. That doesn’t nec-| 
essarily mean they have no 
respect for the Laity. 

“We know our Heavenly Father 
is a forgiving Father. But like our 
earthly fathers—there IS a limit. 
Like all ‘fathers, God must re- 
buke us when we do wrong. He 
has to promise us punishment if 
we do not heed His warnings. He 
does this through His priests. He 
grieves when we are nonchalant 
and apparently indifferent. At the 
same time He will open wide His 
arms and His Heart to all of us 
if we are truly repentant. We are 
His children and He will never 
let us down. 

“If the nervous and_ upset 
people who go to Mass become 
more nervous and upset listen- 
ing to the intepretations of God’s 
Word in reprimand, they should 
be home in bed under a doctor’s 
care. The scrupulous who have 
past sins of which they are 
ashamed—it doesn’t hurt them 
one bit to be jolted occasionally, 
or even frequently. 

Mea Culpa, Mea Cupla 

“Stern rebukes in the Confes- 
sional—for what we may consider 
minor sins, could prevent some 
people from committing mortal 
sins. We do not go to Confession 
for consolation from the priest. 
We go because we know we have 
done wrong. Naturally we are 
going to be scolded. We should be 
prepared for the penance meted 
out to us. 

“Respect for the Laity? Cer- 
tainly the Clergy has respect for 
the Laity. Why else do they keep 
hammering at us to mend our 
ways if they aren’t concerned for 
our future as well as our present 
way of life?” 

And Mrs. 
says: 

“T have often felt like the New 
Brunswick lady about priests who 

reach. We need to hear more 
about the great mercy of God. In- 
stead we get frightening things, 
and from priests in the Confes- 
sional especially. Not all priests, 
thank God, scare us half to death. 
I have been in contact with a few 
who are most merciful and pa- 
tient, and I have thanked God for 
them. 

“Why can’t we hear from the 
pulpits frequently about the 
Tremendous Lover and His great 
mercy? Wouldn’t more souls re- 
turn humbly to Him, if His 
Apostles spread His love more 
than His anger? God love you!” 


Florence M. Bayer 





God's Choice? 
A Mystery 


By Josephine Halfman 











Recently at Madonna House we 
produced a skit entitled “The My- 
stery of God’s Choice”. 

One of the ways we used to re- 
veal the mystery was by a poster, 
on which you would find the 
words . . “I haye chosen you, you 
have not chosen Me”, At the very 
top of the poster, which was made 
by Kathleen O’Herin, was the 
symbol representing God .. . the 
symbol of three intertwining 
rings. Emmanating from this 
were red lines representing God’s 
call. At the bottom of the poster 
was a figure that represented the 
soul being called..It looked very 
much like that of a priest at Mass. 

He Chooses Us 


The skit was performed by 


approach, we used a comparison 
of Our Lord’s calling His apostles 














them to do what he told them. 


and of His calling the modern 


lay apostles. First we read from 
St. John’s Gospel how Christ 
called His apostles. Then we show- 
ed how He calls His chosen ones 
to Madonna House and _ its 
Apostolate. ; 

The story goes like this— 

In June 1953, an American Tou- 
rist stopped for gas in Comber- 
mere, Ontario. He had noticed 
the sign on the Highway mark- 
ed Madonna House. He asked a 
station attendant about the sign. 
He decided to see for himself what 
it was all about. 

He was so impressed with what 
he found that, although he was 
not Catholic, he aroused the in- 
terest of his entire family. As a 
result of this, the following sum- 
mer his daughter, Gail, and her 
brother came and stayed awhile. 

They went home and told their 
friends, among whom was Mari- 


lyn Williamson, what they 
thought of the Apostolate and its 
eople. 


The following summer Marilyn 
arrived. She spent a month, and 
was accepted as an Applicant at 
the end of her stay. She left to be 
counsellor at a CYO camp, be- 
cause of previous commitments. 
During her last day of the camp 
she told another counsellor, Mary 
Ann Gilmore, what she was plan- 
ning to do. Mary Ann wanted to 
know more about her life at Ma- 
donna House. They decided to 
write each other. 

Marilyn, Mary, And—? 

While finishing up her person- 


\al affairs at home, Marilyn had 


her final “get together” with her 
closest friends, Bob, Bill and Gail, 
They discussed their futures . 
what they would do with their 
lives as a result of their search- 
ing. 

Marilyn returned and settled 
down to the life of a Staff Work- 
er Applicant. 

Bob, a student at Yale was 
planning to become a minister. 
Because of many arguments with 
Marilyn, he began to investigate 
the Catholic Faith. Gail and Bill 
were planning to marry. Gail de- 
cided to go to Grailville for a mar- 
riage preparation course. Mari- 
lyn’s enthusiasm eventually drew 
Bob to Combermere. He came 
during his Easter vacation, was fi- 
nally convinced of the truth of 
Catholicism, and was _ baptized 
into the Church on a Holy Satur- 
day. That year he spent his sum- 
mer at MH, after which he fin- 
ished his studies at Yale. 

And Bob, And—? 

That same year Mary Ann came 
for Summer School. Afterwards 
she went to California to work, 
but she was drawn back to MH. 
Within a cupole of months she 
too became a Staff Worker Appli- 
cant. 

The following summer, Mary 
Ann’s friend, Theresa Marsey, 
came to visit her. That started a 
series of visits, and Theresa Mar- 
sey, found her vocation, her call- 
ing at Madonna House. 

Meanwhile Bob had graduated 
from Yale. He spent another sum- 
mer at Madonna House . . Then 
he enrolled at St. Jerome’s College 
in Kitchener, where he began his 
studies for the priesthood, becom- 
ing the first Seminarian for Ma- 
donna House Apostolate. 

So you can see Our Lord is still 
calling His apostles, Lay Apostles, 
to come and follow Him. 

Mysterious indeed! For who can 
explain God’s ways? 

Bill and Gail? They found 
their vocation was marriage. 


LOOKS AT BOOKS 


THEMES OF THE BIBLE, by 
Jacques Guillet, SJ, 279 pages, 
$6.95, Fides Publishers, Notre 
Dame, Indiana, Reviewed by Rev. 
E. Briere. Our readers must be 
well aware by now that the 
Church is experiencing a vast re- 
newal in the field of Biblical 
studies. The fruit of some sixty 
years of arduous scholarly and 
Scientific labor is bearing abund- 
ant fruit. Witness the many books 
and articles written today not 
only for scholars but also for the 
rest of us. Those who wish to ac- 
quaint themselves with some of 
these vastly significant findings 
could write for guidance to WOR- 
SHIP—among others—that very 
fine monthly published by the 
Benedictines in Collegeville, Min- 
nesota. Or they could write to 
Fides, the oe aaa of THEMES 
OF THE BIBLE. 

THEMES OF THE BIBLE is 
the work of a scholar who avoids 
technical terminology sufficiently 
for priests, seminarians, Sisters 
and educated lay Catholics to 
follow his thought with ease. This 
book deals with words, the words 
of men transformed and enriched 
by the Word of God. Their myster- 
ious interpenetration is lumin- 
ously analyzed. The Exodus from 
Egypt; grace, justice and truth; 
sin and damnation; hope, the 

















Spirit of Yahweh: These are the 
realities studied through the hu-, 
man language used to express, 
them. Father Guillet outlines the’ 


ing of these Christian words; 
words familiar to us, yet often 
empty of much content. His an- 
alysis brings forward in a strik- 
ing manner, the warm, loving, 
tender, relationship that God 
strives to establish with us. 

The Old and the New Testa- 
ment are shown to constitute a 
progressive revelation of God’s 
love, culminating in Christ’s mes- 
sage of infinite love. “Love is re- 
discovered in the Gospel. Not 
that the formulas are very dif- 
ferent. Jesus does not use the 
word love much more often than 
does the Old Testament. But He 
loves, He is loved. The love which 
He evokes and which He demands, 
the love which consumes Him and 
which He diffuses, His actions 
much more than His words, are 
the definitive relevation of love, 
the secret of the Heart of God.” 

Let us rejoice that we should 
have lived to see this day. A few 
years ago the God of the Old 
Testament was generally present- 
ed as somewhat angry, somewhat 
harsh, difficult to please. Chris- 
tians were taught the fear of God, 
a slavish, cringeing fear. In the 
midst of these heresies, these dis- 
tortions of the true face of God, 
less than a century ago, a maid- 
en’s voice was heard calling God 
her Father, her daddy. It is to 
the eternal glory of St. Therese 
of Lisieux—barely more than a 
child, a mere slip of a girl—that 
she proved a greater theologian 
than most theologians of her day. 
Scholarship is now beginning to 
catch up with her. Happy the 
seminarians of 1961 to whom 


‘|these treasures are offered. My 


generation of priests was not 
taught these things. We have 
much to unlearn. We have to go 
back to school. This is a good 
book with which to begin or con- 
tinue our study of the Word of 
God. 

THIS IS OUR LIFE, sub-titled 
“The Secular Institute Vocation” 
by Teresa Melia. Published by the 
Paraclete Press, 6 Woodlands 
Road, Bickley, Bromley, Kent. 35 
pages. Price 2 shillings. Reviewed 
by Rejeanne Georges. Very little 
has yet been published on Secular 
Institutes. Some of the publica- 
tions—a thing difficult to avoid 
it seems—are too laborious and 
technical. We were very happy at 
the publication of “Out of the 
Crucible” by Mrs. Doherty, a 
printing of a series of articles, 
“The Training of the Lay Aposto- 
late” which appeared in this 
paper during the last year. Miss 
Melia’s excellent little pamphlet 
is another cause for rejoicing. In 
a simple, concrete fashion she 
shows the beauty of this newly 
recognized state of perfection, not 
forgetting to mention the diffi- 
culties, and incorporating the 
necessary technicalities in a very 
readable style. 

Miss Melia realizes very deeply 

that the vocation to a dedicated 
life in the world through a Secu- . 
lar Institute is a timely vocation, 
a “breath of the Holy Spirit” on 
our day and age. Pope Pius the 
XII says” .. (that) they may be 
the ever fresh salt of an earth 
which has lost its savour, and is 
shrouded in darkness.” She trac- 
es the development of this way of 
life and shows how it is a vo- 
cation in the world. 
_ Amember of a Secular Institute 
is primarily an apostle. What is 
an apostle? She has some sfrong 
and striking passages here.” .. . 
being is the very foundation of 
any apostolate. We cannot give 
what we are not. Activity in good 
works can sometimes become so 
clamorous that the Word of God 
becomes inaudible.” “Their spir- 
ituality must be focused on the 
central truth of religion — the 
grace of Baptism and all that 
flows from our incorporation in 
Christ.” . . . “(their) way of life 
in a frenzied world demands a 
unifying spirit, a stillness of heart 
which is acquired most surely by 
penetration of — meditation on 
the word of God.” 


The last part of the booklet 
deals with the vows with realism 
and beauty. “A good deal of com- 
mon sense is requisite for living 
the vows in the world, but more 
than all a very personal love -of 
Our Lord.” “ ... the renunciat- 
ions are very real and likely to be 
more acutely felt by one living in 
the world than by one in the 
cloister.” 

“When the heart is ca tive, the 
hands are free to serve car neigh- 
bor. So the vows set one free, be- 
cause they bind one to Christ.” 


I would like to quote a last pas- 
sage, for here she has the heart, 
the essence, of our life. “It is 
only love for Him that will make 
their vows bear lasting fruit in 
the souls of those around them. 
‘Follow me’. Simple, absolute, per- 
sonal, such is the call of the evan- 
gelical counsels, and the response 
to this vocation, a daily response, 
must be one of generosity and self 
donation, in a simple attitude, 
Here I am.” This is our life. 


Madonna House is grateful to 
Teresa Melia for making available 
to all this beautiful appreciation 
of our vocation. 


June—1961 
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Joseph Albert Snyder is taking a box of something out of the 
basement. But don’t bet it is a case of golden ale. It’s just a box 
with all the spirit drained out of it before it got here, and it is filled 
with papers. 


Joseph, who is in charge of maintenance at Madonna House, 
and a director of men, will be 32 years old next Nov. 22. He was 
born in Spiritwood, Sask., Canada. He attended primary schools and 
Brantford Catholic High School in Brantford, Ont., served in the 
Royal Canadian Navy, and worked at various occupations before he 
came to Madonna House. He was an insurance inspector, a product- 
ion clerk, and a tobacco farm operative. He had five years of train- 
ing in communications, one year in training with the Navy. 


He was accepted as a Staff Worker Applicant on January 6, 1959, 
and made his first promises on August 15th of that year. If you ask 
him what he is most interested in he will say “rehabilitation.” 





This is Mary Ann Gilmore, the new director of the Rural A posto- 
late of Madonna House. With the help of Mike Lopes, who just man- 
aged to squeeze into camera focus, she is loading a truck with books. 
The truck is called St. Paul. It was given to the Rural Apostolate by 
you, and others. It is a beautiful blue job, and it holds a lot of books. 
It goes everywhere, almost. It is called a “bookmobile.” And would you 
like to know why a common ordinary truck—even such a beautiful one 
as this—is called both St. Paul and Bookmobile? You honestly would? 
Why it’s because St. Paul, as an Apostle, went everywhere, almost, 
telling the people about God. Well, so does the truck. It brings the 
Word of God to people, in the shape of books. But here’s Mary Ann 
herself to say hello and God bless you. 


By Mary Ann Gilmore 


A special ‘Thank You’ in the name of St. Joseph to all who have 
enabled Madonna House to bring to numerous young people and 
adults in this rural area the joy of adventure, which can be theirs 
in reading. 

Many of you have answered our call for books. Consequently 
you have made possible the reality of our ‘Bookmobile’. 

This past month, for the first time, we loaded up ‘St. Paul’ (our 
new blue truck, which was made possible through the love gifts of 
those we serve in our Rural Apostolate work) and trucked children 's 
and adults books to the various communities where we show films 
monthly. a nk ws 

Mind you, the books have not been sitting waiting for someone 
to receive what we were so anxious to give. For the past six months 
they have been hopping from one home to another and then back 
to the Parish Hall in a near by town. Just think! If books could 
talk, what added stories they would have to give in the experiences 
of their travels! : 

I think they would want to share with you the joy and excite- 
ment they brought to the little ones! 

Some of the remarks that we heard: “Gee, I never thought I would 
see the rest of the ‘Bambo’ series . . . please let me have this one 
and if you have anymore, I would love to read the WHOLE series”. 
“Do you have any westerns? I really find them exciting . . . Gosh 
Zane Grey! He is always good.” 

On our trip home, I was thinking how fortunate these families 
are that TV has not taken over in their lives, and falsely satisfied 
the search for learning about other people, places, and things; and 
that their imaginations can be free, and that interests are developed 
outside of themselves. 

Yes a new world has been opened for many. I thank you. And 
I thank God for you, in their name and ours. Join us in our prayers 
to St. Paul, that our Apostolate of carrying books may bear rich 
fruit; that we may carry Christ, the Word, through them, to His 
chosen ones, who will know more of Him in this way. 








And these are some of the children—in Maynooth, Ont.—who 
take the books that are delivered by the Madonna House bookmobile. 
They think books are wonderful. But they also think a man with 
a camera is pretty wonderful too—that is, the majority of them 
think so. One little boy isn’t sure whether he likes to be photo- 
graphed or not, and several of the girls are just being polite. Being 
exposed to books is one thing. Being exposed to picture-takers is 
another, 








Dear Brother 


By Catherine Doherty 








Men across the _ world ane 
against hope THAT THE BR - 
ERHOOD OF MAN UNDER THE 
FATHERHOOD OF GOD may be- 
come a reality. ; 

The sap of spring is running 
again through the Church whose 
youth is eternally renewed before 
God. Catholics in every land and 
clime are beginning to be aware 
of the fact that the Catholic 
Church is a missionary Church 
yesterday, today and _ forever. 

Old Catholic lands like France, 
have become new mission terri- 
tories. The inroads of Commun- 
ism make of Italy too a mission 
country. The hold of materialism 
and secularism have to be fought 
with missionary methods almost 
in the USA and Canada. The en- 
emies of the Church grow strong- 
er across the world, getting new 
footholds everywhere. The Church 
has alerted her children, calling 
them to the missions old and new, 
calling them to become what they 
are in truth by Baptism and Con- 
firmation—Apostles of the Lord. 
In their home . . on their street 

. in their business . . in their 
homeland. And in every other 
land in the world, close or far. 

Hi! Brother! 

Whatever culture men belongs 
to . whatever language they 
speak, all understand and all have 
a word for BROTHER. It is a 
gentle word. It changes the face 
of him who says it. Tired lines 
iron themselves out at the sound 
of that word. Children laugh 
when they say it, and women 
smile when they hear it. Old men 
and women remember their child- 
hood at the sound of it, and love 
and hope comes into tired eyes. 

To be “a Brother”; to examine 
one’s soul and mind and heart, 
to see if God doesn’t call one to 
that all embracing vocation, 
should be the joy of every young 
man. To go forth, hand in hand, 
in a religious Order of priests and 
brothers, with another man — 
whom one may call both Father 
and Brother, opens vistas of a 
life beyond the dreams of man. 

To go forth in company of other 
“Brothers’”—by joining an order 
exclusively dedicated to this hope- 
giving, joy giving word, BROTH- 
ERHOOD, is to be renewed and 
filled with grace and joy. 

Yet how few of our young men 
give it any deep consideration. 
Just think . . somewhere, in some 
distant mission, a Nursing Broth- 
er bends over the bed of a dying 
man. Perhaps the words he will 
hear, will be a weak, soft, yet lov- 
ing “God bless you, Brother”. How 
deep, how infinitely deep and im- 
mense is the significance of that 
word! The dying native may be 
a Negro or a Chinaman, or one 
of the many nationalities of the 
world that draw a young man 
from Canada or the U.S.A. 





Pax-Caritas 
Can you hear the walls of polit- 
ical animosity crash? Can you see 
racial prejudice die? Can you see 


men, who cannot speak each 
others tongues, come together in 
love and peace in one word — 
“BROTHER”? Can you see Cari- 
tas and Pax enter the humble hut 
of a poor man and the immense 
palace of a rich one? 

The word “Brother” is like a 
bridge. No man should be an is- 
land. But alas, most men are 
these days. There are no bridges 
between them that anyone can 
see. How are we going to build 
one? Who is going to start? Many 
must, or we shall perish. And 
among those many .. falling im- 
mediately upon the footsteps of 
the Father, the Priest, comes the 
youth whom men shall call 
BROTHER. 

If enough young men become 
Brothers, and enough go forth 
everywhere where the Lord will 
call them to, then by simple rep- 
etition of the glorious word 
“Brother”, men will once more 
be cognizant of the fact that the 
BROTHERHOOD OF MAN UN- 
DER THE FATHERHOOD OF 
GOD CAN BECOME A REALITY. 
Young men, think about that! 
Think and pray. In your hands 
God has placed the music of a 
word that may restore this world 
to Him, to sanity, to love. 

If you go forth, so that men can 
call you “Brother”, then they will 
consider themselves your brother 
too. And, before you know it, we 
shall all become brothers of one 
another and of Christ. 

Next to Father, what more 
glorious word is there than 
BROTHER? 


Trust 
By Mary Lynn Akey 











Rock me in the cradle of my utter 
nothingness, my God— 

So whether winds blow soft or 
hard, 

Raising the raging waters to gush 
and overflow— 

Or shaking the 
apart, 

I shall stay calm, at peace. 

My trust, LOVE, is in Your Heart. 


hemispheres 





First Pilgrim's 
Visit Our Lady 


Seventy or more of Ottawa’s 
Legion of Mary chose the First 
Saturday of May, Our Lady’s 
month, to make a pilgrimage to 
Our Lady of Combermere, the 
newest shrine in Canada, situat- 
ed at Madonna House, Comber- 
mere, Ont. 

They made the trip in a chart- 
ered bus and five private auto- 
mobiles. And they were ac- 
companied by a truck full of do-| 
nations, mostly clothing and food. | 

The pilgrims, headed by their 
spiritual director, Father S. Mc- 
Allister, O.M.I., and in charge of| 
their executives, Miss Blanche 
Morin, Terrence .Phillips, Miss 
Mary Clark, and Miss Joan Johns- 
ton, were accompanied by Father 
D. MacDonald, O.M.I., Brother J. 
Cameron, O.M.I., and two of the 
Gray Sisters, Sister St. Basil and 
Sister Mary Sheila. 

Lady of Combermere 

They arrived at Madonna 
House shortly after one o’clock; 
and said a Rosary while grouped 
around the bronze statue of Our 
Lady of Combermere on the Ma- 
donna House Lawn. This beauti- 
ful sculpture is the work of Miss 
Frances Rich of Santa Barbara, 
California — who donated it to 
Madonna House. It was solemnly 
blessed by His Excellency, Bish- 
op W. J. Smith, of Pembroke, 
and consecrated as a shrine open 
to pilgrims. Father J. T. Callahan, 
chaplain of Madonna House, led 
the Rosary. The pilgrims answer- 
ed—even while they shot picture 
after picture with their unlimited 
supply of cameras. 

This was the first official and 
organized pilgrimage to the 
shrine since Bishop Smith blessed 
it; and Madonna House’s apostles 
in the kitchen had prepared for 
it in advance. Tea was served at 
4 o’clock. It was an al fresco meal, 
for the day was bright and beau- 
tiful, and the wind was not too 
cool, 

Staff Workers took the pilgrims 
on a “sight-seeing trip’, for Ma- 
donna House has many objects 
of interest, including a “PX” 
which seemed to have all the at- 
tractions of a gift shop, a mu- 
seum and an “antique salon.” 

The articles exhibited there, 
all for sale, were selected from the 
tons of donations that come to 
Madonna House every week. They 
include old-fashioned jewelry, 
various sorts and samples of rare 
China, pewter ware, old silver, 
pocket watches, clocks, cameras, 
lace and embroideries, rare glass, 
ancient coins, and many artistic 
crucifixes and statuettes. 

There was a sing song in the 
afternoon, and a lecture by Mrs. 
Eddie Doherty, the foundress of 
Madonna House. And dinner was 
served at 6 o’clock. 

The Bound Are Free 


“This has been a wonderful 
day”, said Father McAllister, 
shortly before the pilgrims start- 
ed filing out to their Ottawa- 
bound vehicles, “and I hope we 
have all learned that the true 
Christian is a happy person. 

“Here you have found people, 
men and women, who have aban- 
donedeverything the world had 
to offer, so they could give them- 
selves entirely to God, to live in 
poverty, chastity, and obedience, 
and to work all their lives for the 
poor and the despised and the 
destitute. You have seen their 
spirit of joy. You have felt it. You 
have been in close contact with 
it all day. 

“You have found out what the 
lay apostolate does, and what it 
is. You have discovered that it is 
a wonderful life to live. These 
people are not priests or nuns. 
This is neither a convent nor a 
monastery. Men and women work 

ther, even as they pray to- 
gether, for the love of God. They 
constitute a family of mission- 
aries who can go where priests 
and nuns are banned. Cuba, for 
instance. Priests and nuns are 
being driven from that island 
now; but lay missionaries could 
go there without too much 
trouble, and keep the Faith alive. 
These people are free to do what-| 
ever God wants them to do. God’ 


and Our Lady of Combermere.| 














Maybe that is why they are so/ 
happy. , 


ANY PAPAL 
VOLUNTEERS 


Lima, Peru: The weather has 
become very nice, so most of the 
revolutions have been postponed 
until further notice, Bolivia has 
had its change of government 
with ballots and bullets. We pray 
against rumored trouble here. 
One man of Fidel’s ilk is a lead- 
ing candidate and he may take 
a very dim view of Priests, es- 
pecially Yanqui Priests. So, keep 
the front door open, I’m a born 
coward. 

Our ‘centre house’ in Lima is 
still rocking with the enthusiastic 
noise of our 12 new arrivals, They 
came from Boston, Omaha, Hel- 
ena, Mont., Newark, N. J. and La- 
fayette, Ind. Three of them were 
Pastors. We now number 40 
Priests after only two years. Some 
200 others have petitioned their 
Bishops to join us down here. 
Isn’t that terrific? 











With The 
Bishop's Blessing 











On April 30th, the feast of St. 
Catherine of Sienna, patron saint 
of Mrs. Catherine Doherty, three 
young Madonna House lay 
apostles set out for the first 
“overseas mission” of the apostol- 
ate—the isle of Carriacou, in the 
distant Caribbean. 

The Bishop of Grenada, and 
other islands in the West Indies 
group, The Most Rev. Justin 
Field, O.P., had asked Mrs. Do- 
herty for a nurse, and at least two 
young women capable of teach- 
ing catechism. Three staff work- 
ers were picked out for the mis- 
sion some time ago; but their de- 
parture was delayed by a number 
of reasons. 

The nurse, Elsie Whitty, though 
a native of Scotland, and a gradu- 
ate of the Edinburgh Hospital 
school, was required—in order to 
erform her work in Carriacou— 





U.S. groups who are going to 
work here. The Sons of Mary 
Health of the Sick are a new con- 
gregation made up of doctors| 
and technicians who have given) 
up private practice to work in the 
Missions. The first team will ar- 
rive next month and we have al-| 
ready assisted in setting up their 
home. They will work in our clin- 
ic in Mendocita. If any of you 
doubt about the power of Prayer 
look at the wonderful response by 
our Lord. Also Canadian Secular 
Priests came to us and lived until 
they were assigned to their new 
post to the north. For Heaven’s 
sake alert yourselves to Bishop 
Carroll’s call for assistance to his 
‘PAPAL VOLUNTEERS’. I won’t 
be down here terribly long, but 
others will continue on. Find out 
more about Wichita’s Papal Vol- 
unteers, and get cracking behind 
them. 

Here’s news, but not too good 
(for me, at least). We are to 
build our own language school, 
the first of its kind run by dio- 
cesan priests, and I have been 
saddled with the task of super- 
vising its construction and man- 
ning and directing it. But this 
work will not take me away from 
our mission labors entirely. So 
many have had trouble with my 
address that I am going to short- 
en it for clarity:—Fr. Thomas A. 
Reilly, Apartado 5145, Mira- 
flores, Lima, Peru. 





Trudi and Marite 
Star On TV 


Some few days before they sailed 
through the skies to the rocky little 
island of Carriacou in the Carib- 
bean, Trudi Cortens and Marite 
Langlois had a series of adventures 
in Toronto. Marite tells the story 
in her own modesix way. 

By Marite Langlois 

Trudi was talking to a group 
of friends who were interested in 
our West Indies venture, and I was 
having a good time listening. 
Paul Harris, an old friend of Ma- 
donna House, was in the audience, 
and he had an idea. Paul does 
some free lance work on televis- 
ion. He works with Father Stone 
of the Catholic Information 
Centre on a half hour program 
called “Perspective.” ; 
Another old friend of ours, 
Mary Sue, also works on Perspect- 
ive. So does her husband, Dan 
McCarthy. It seems but a few 
years ago that Mary Sue was just 
a little girl visiting Madonna 
House and wishing she could stay 
much longer. (That was when 
she was Mary Sue Magee, and 
hadn’t met Dan McCarthy.) 
We were surpised, of course, 
when Paul asked Trudi and me 
to appear on Perspective and talk 
about Madonna House and the 
Lay Apostolate. We were surpris- 
ed, and fearful, and yet overjoyed 
for it is always nice to talk about 
M.H. and L.A. We were afraid we 
would look like frights on TV, 
and we were also uncertain about 
getting permission to oblige Paul 
Harris 











Well, almost before we knew it, 
our faces and necks had been 
covered with a special make up, 
we had had an “old-home week” 
at the studio, with so many dear 
friends, and we felt like real stars. 
Hollywood had nothing on us! 

I can’t remember very well 
what happened during the tele- 
cast. Paul interviewed Trudi, and 
Mary Sue interviewed me, and 
we talked and talked, but never 
could say enough. We were told, 
however, that we had “done pret- 
ty well for a couple of green 
horns.” 

After the program Father Stone 
arranged for us to see and hear 
ourselves on the program. This 
was quite a revelation—to see our- 
selves as others see us. How did 
we feel? Well, we feit it was a 





After Fr. Mike Leis and his Sis-|? 
ters left us, we housed two new) 


jto take a year’s post graduate 
course in midwifery in an English 
hospital. 

Trudi Cortens, who has been 
local director of the Rural Apos- 
tolate division of Madonna House, 
had to have time to finish various 
projects she had originated, so 


|She might turn her office over te 


her former assistant, Mary Ann 
Gilmore. 

And Marite Langlois, who was 
to accompany Trudi, and be 
“maid of all work’, cook, and 
housekeeper, as well as one of the 
catechism teachers, had private 
reasons to keep her, for a long 
time, in Combermere. 

There were many parties in 
Combermere, in Toronto, and in 
other localities, to wish Marite 
and Trudi ‘“God-speed and fare- 
well”; and there was one recep- 
tion at Madonna House that as- 
sembled more than two hundred 
of their friends. 

Miss Cortens, as director of the 
Rural Apostolate, helped to es- 
|tablish the night schools of typ- 
ling, sewing, agriculture, and 
home nursing. She established the 
| work of bringing moving pictures 
jinto the country district—audio- 
|visual education films, mostly— 
land begged the books she intend- 
ed to bring to people, especially 
\children, who lived far from any 
library. She also begged the 
money for the truck, “the book- 
mobile.” 

Miss Cortens is in charge of the 
mission in the Caribbean, which 
is called “Our Lady of the Island”, 
Miss Langlois and Miss Whitty 
are her staff. Bishop Field has 
provided a house for them, and 
Madonna House has provided a 
moderately - priced automobile 
and other necessities. 

Miss Mamie Legris, local di- 
rector of Mary House, the Ma- 
donna House branch in White- 
horse, Yukon Territoy, went 
with Miss Cortens and Miss Lang- 
lois, to ‘“‘pave the way” for them. 
She had previously surveyed the 
island for Mrs. Doherty and made 
numerous suggestions. 

Shortly before departing, Miss 
Cortens and Miss Langlois went 
with Mrs. Doherty to Pembroke, 
Ontario, to receive the blessing 
of the bishop of the diocese, The 
Most Rev. W. J. Smith. 

Bishop Smith, incidentally, is 
an old friend of Bishop Field. 
Both were curates—a few years 
ago—in Cornwall, Ontario. It was 
through His Excellency of Pem- 
broke that His Excellency of 
Grenada learned of the work of 
Madonna House. 











That’s Mrs. Catherine Doherty 
at the right of His Excellency, 
Bishop W. J. Smith, of Pembroke. 
The girls kneeling for his blessing 
are Trudi Cortens, to your left, 
and Marite Langlois. They are 
going to Carriacou, an island in 
the Caribbean, to work with poor 
Negroes. They may never return. 
They may have to live on a diet 
of fish and fruit. Both fish and 
fruit may be fresh. But we can- 
not guarantee fresh water, except 
when it rains. The picture in the 
background, the one hanging on 
the wall, shows Bishop Smith 
standing with His Holiness, Pope 
John XXIII. (It may be tough 
in Carriacou — but everybody's 





good experience. Let it go at that. 


smiling.) 
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hapter 14. Discipline for 
Chilaren—-When and How Much? 
“Bobby, Anne and Richard are 
known throughout their neigh- 
porhood as the ‘three little ani- 
mals. They _ hit, bite and 
scratch each other, and any other 
children brave enough to play 
with them. They run off with 
other children’s toys and break 
them. They carry on like little 
savages when they can’t have 
their way. } 

“Their poor mother is about 
ready to give up. ‘I’ve tried every- 
thing,’ she told a guidance coun- 
sellor whom she went to see about 
the problem. ‘Everybody says — 
give them love. But that’s just 
what I’ve been doing since the 
day they were born. I’m never 
harsh or unkind to them. I’m 
considerate and patient and tol- 


was an infant. When she was 
little, life was an endless round 
of ‘Put on your sweater,’ ‘Don’t 


eat candy,’ ‘Drink your milk,’ 
‘Don’t raise your voice,’ ‘Don’t 
bolt your food, ‘Don’t quarrel 


with other children’—long after 
she had proven that she knew the 
normal precautions on health, 
safety, and manners. 

“Later, these daily harangues 
were supplemented by warnings 
about her homework, being neat, 
getting good grades, minding her 
manners and so on. And then 
during her teen-age years she was 
subjected to an almost daily dose 
of warnings and advice about 
dating, sex, and college prepar- 
ation. ‘I’ve been made to feel,’ 
she told a friend, ‘that every time 
I want to do anything, ‘I’ve got 
to ask my keeper to let me out of 
the cage.’ 

“Alicia’s parents mean no 
harm. They, like so many other 
parents believe they are doing 
‘what is best for my child.’ But 
they don’t realize that life-long 
policing is not ‘the best thing’ for 
any child, and that it implies a 
lack of faith in a child’s ability 
to learn and behave himself. 

“Midway between the extremes 





erant. And yet just look at the 
way they’ve turned out. Tell me, 
what’s wrong?’ 

“The counsellor gave her a very 
simple answer, ‘Love,’ he said, ‘is 
not enough.’ 

“And that is the plain truth. 
Love is not enough. Love is only| 
one half of the prescription for) 
reducing tensions in children, and | 
for keeping them happy, well-ad-| 
justed, and secure. The other half 

_of the prescription is DISCIP- 
LINE. 
What Discipline Means 

“Unfortunately, the word dis- 
cipline has come to mean stern 
and punitive treatment, and 
many parents used discipline in 
that way. Actually, the word dis- 


of ‘no discipline’ and ‘all discip- 


| Of course a child can sleep in 
its father’s house; and of course a 
Father can steal into His child’s 
bedroom, and keep him awake for 
hours talking about Mary and Jo- 
seph, and the beautiful Infant 
Jesus. And of course a child can 
get up and read, or shuffle cards, 
or scuttle down the telltale stair- 
way to the kindly kitchen, or do 
a hundred other silly and boorish 
things, while his Father talks. 

And of course a _ child can 
squirm, play bored or indifferent, 
or deaf and dumb. But always 
that poor kid loves You, God; al- 
ways he listens to You; always he 
feels himself favored above all 
other kids on the block, or in the 
world. And always he feels fright- 
ened that he will not be able to 
tell the world the beautiful things 
You reveal to him. 

It is true that Our Lady assign- 
ed me, a long time ago, to “cover 
God” and report every month in 
Restoration. But I have never got 
used to the assignment; nor to 
being with You everywhere, al- 
ways, awake or asleep; nor to 
writing so openly about my love 
for You. 

Talk about Mary Magdalen — 
God, I’m letting my hair down 
too, am I not? In my own awk- 











Children should get only the 
amount of discipline necessary to} 
teach them how to live safely and} 
at peace with others. When dis-| 
cipline goes beyond that, it be- 
comes a burden and produces} 
nothing but resistance and nega-| 
tive results. 

“if you have been using too| 
little or too mucn discipline with 
your children, try steering to- 
wards a middle course. If you 
have been giving your children 
complete freedom, then it will 
profit both of you to tighten up 
quite a bit. If you have been hold- 
ing the reins very tight, then it 
would be a good idea to loosen up 
quite a bit.” 

(Reprinted with permission 








cipline comes from disciple. A dis- 
ciple is one who follows the teach- 
ings of a leader. It is in that sense 
that the word is used here—as a 
form of instruction, guidance, 
and leadership to help children 
regulate their behavior and grow 
up. 

“Discipline may mean saying 


from “MASTER YOUR TEN- 
SIONS AND ENJOY LIVING 
AGAIN” by Stevenson and Milt, 
publishers: Prentice-Hall, Inc., 











Englewood, New Jersey). 
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‘No, don’t,’ ‘You may not,’ or ‘You 
must not.’ It may mean having 
to scold a child if a request or 
an order is disobeyed. And it may 
mean having to punish him to 
stop continued disobedience. 
But even in its sternest form, it 
should be used to teach the child 
to control his own behavior, and 
not to beat him down. 

“Children must have discipline. 

“They are born without any 
sense of caution and safety, and 
unless they are held back and 
taught to avoid danger, they will 
come to serious harm. Also, 
children come into the world 
without any ready-made regard 
for others. It takes discipline to 
teach them to have respect and 
consideration for other people’s 
rights and needs. Through dis- 
cipline, the child is helped to curb 
violent emotions and behavior, 
and to substitute more civilized 
and peaceful ways of asserting 
himself. 

“The question of how much 
and what kind of discipline to 
use has been argued for decades. 
We don’t propose to try to settle 
the issue here. But we can make 
a number of useful suggestions 
to guide you in giving your child- 
ren the kind of discipline which 
will reduce their tensions — and 
yours. 

Strive for Moderation 

“At one extreme there are the 
parents who believe that children 
should have no discipline at all, 
and at the other there are parents 
who think their chlidren should 
be disciplined all the time. 

“The ‘no-discipline’ parents feel 
it is harmful to inhibit children, 
because this might give them 
‘complexes.’ And so they let their 
children have their way about 
everything. The child who grows 
uy) thinking he should do what he 
wants and have what he wants 
whenever he wants it, is going to 
run into serious trouble. His par- 
ents may let him get away with 
it but other people won’t. And it 
is going to be much more pain- 
ful to get his ‘come-uppance’ from 
people whom he has made angry 
than to learn his limits from 
friendly and understanding par- 
ents. 

“The ‘all-discipline’ parents 
think children are ‘naturally bad’ 
and should be watched and cor- 
rected every step of the way. 
They assume the role of police- 
men and make their children feel 
either like helpless infants or 
like criminals who are always 
under suspicion. Children sub- 
jected to this kind of treatment 
are bound to become resentful 
and to look for some way to es- 
cape. 

Don’t, Don’t, Don’t 

“Alicia is seventeen and she 
can’t wait for the day when she 
will graduate from high school 
and go off to college, out of reach 
of the nagging and scolding she’s 


| 
fession not only of her sins but} 
also as a confession of her love 
for You and for Your Son. 

When she washed His feet with 
her tears and dried them with 
that long fine hair, it. was to pro- 
claim herself His slave; for only 
slaves did such a thing. 

I have been reading many 
books, Lord, to fit me for the writ- 
ing of this story. Among the most 
helpful are the four volumes 
called “The Life of Our Lord 
Jesus Christ”, by the famous au- 
thor and painter, J. James Tissot. 
These were given me years ago 
by my friend Louis Davidson, who 
loves You more, I think, in his 
way, than I do in mine. I like 
Tissot’s illustrations. His intro- 
duction to the book, however, is 
even more admirable—and it 
finds an echo somewhere deep in 
me. 

“Every work .. has its own 
ideal; and the ideal of mine was 
truth, the truth of the life of 
Christ. To reproduce with fidel- 
ity the divine personality of Je- 
sus, to make Him live again. . 
to call up the very Spirit which 
shone through His every act, and 
through all His noble teaching; 
what could be more fascinating, 
and at the same time more dif- 
ficult? I had to identify myself 
with the Gospels; to read them 
over and over again a hundred 
times, and there is no doubt that 
in the Holy Land itself, on the 
very spots where all the sublime 
scenes described took place, that 
the mind is best attuned alike to 
receive and grasp the significance 
of every impression. 

“Sometimes, indeed, as I trod 
the very path over which the feet 
of the Savior had passed; when I 
realized that my eyes were re- 
flecting the very landscape on 
which He gazed, I felt that a cer- 
tain receptivity was induced in 
my mind which so intensified my 
powers of intuition, that the 
scenes of the past rose up before 
my mental vsion in a peculiar and 
striking manner. . 


“Ts not the artist, indeed, a kind 
of sensitive plant, the activity of 
which, when concentrated on a 
certain point, is intensified, and 
through a sort of hyperaesthesia, 
is powerfully affected by contact 
with objects outside of itself, this 
contact producing vivid images 
on the brain? .. ” 

Books by day, and You by 
night—no wonder, Lord, that I 
gripe about loss of sleep! But 
it is only griping. And I make up 
for the loss. Even in chapel—when 
I go in for a few quiet moments, 
I discover I go in, really, for a 
quiet snooze. I remember then, 
the words of Your Little Flower, 
“can’t a child sleep in its Father’s 


-|S.0.S. to anyone 


ward way I too am making public 
confession of my sins; and also 
of my love. 
I don’t love you very much—be- 
ause of my shallow capacity. And 
don’t understand why You 
hould give me such an abund- 
nce of love in return. 
Keep working on me, Lord. 
Keep teaching me. Keep loving 
me. Keep on taking care of me, 
for I no longer know how to 
take care of myself. And let me 
keep borrowing the time I need 
Your crabby Eddie. 


Cc 
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One Man's Scrap is 
Another Man’s Gold 


| Also this time I want to telf you 
iabout our first foreign mission 
| for which a team of three left Ma- 
donna House April 30th, the feast 
of St. Catherine of Siena, my pa- 
tron saint. 

They are gone to the West In- 
dies, to the little Island of Car- 
riacou, to nurse, and to teach 
catechism to 14,000 people! Of 
course, not everyone is sick, and 
not everyone is going to learn 
catechism, but that is their field 
of work. For them, I would beg 
you for holy pictures, rosaries, 
medals and catechetical teaching 
materials of any kind. 

Due to the distances, the best 
way to post your gifts to them is 
to mail it in small packages. Five 
pounds or less. The address is: 
Miss Trudi Cortens, Director, c/o 
Rev. Francis Corr, Parish Priest, 
Hillsborough, Carriacou, West In- 
dies. God bless you. 











Blo LITTLE THINGS 


By Mary K. Rowland 











Stella Maris House, Portland, 
Ore.,—‘‘Mary Kay, you didn’t 
say enough about our doing little | 
ithings .. . that this is our way to| 
|holiness. That’s what we need to} 
‘hear more of. Next time empha- | 
|size it more!” ... This was the| 
leriticism given me by a friend 








‘ 


“I know, I know — when the 
flower blooms it will go on the 
altar—or to a sick neighbor who 
can’t garden, or to welcome the 
new family down the street. I’m 
getting the idea. Nothing’s really 
Say, 


‘little’ when _ seen, 


God’s eyes.” 





with 





lafter a talk on Madonna House 
| Apostolate. 

| Just a couple days later a 
young mother came in for a book. 
ey wish there was the life of some 


“Mom's Out Of Jail’ 


By Terry Richaud 








saint that just did little things. 





Some simple, modern housewife— 
someone who wasn’t a nun ina 
convent like St. Therese.” We 
talked, agreed to pray over it, 
and she took home a life of 
Christ. On the next visit she was 
all excited. 
The Best Models 

“Do you know what? St. Ther- 

ese wasn’t so original! She just 





By Catherine Doherty 











| 

The Men’s Department brought | 
me the slip with their urgent| 
needs, and since I am not very| 
good at machinery, I am copying 
it exactly as given, hoping that 
someone who understands what 
it means, may pick it up from 
there: (1) All types of files. (2) 
Machine dies, all sizes, both fine 
and coarse thread. (3) Machine 
taps, both fine and coarse thread, 
especially fine thread. (4) Nai 
sets. , 

Have you any old coins around 
the house, that have been lying 
there gathering dust amongst 
needles or threads, or in some 
drawer? We would be grateful for 
them, as we have avenues of dis- 
posing of them and thus raising 
a little money for our foreign and 
home missions: Any money — 
paper, coins, silver — Canada, 
USA, pennies and others, are wel- 
comed as well as foreign ones. 
Many a soldier boy from the last 
war brought a lot of that stuff 
home. It was fun looking it over 
at first. But then it got “put 
away”. Maybe now it can be put 
to use for God and His poor. 

Again I am sending out an 
interested in 
rock collécting, polishing, and 
cutting. We seem to be stymied 
at Madonna House. This time we 
are not only looking for the ma- 
chinery that I wrote up in the last 
issue of RESTORATION, we are 
looking for information ... So 
Calling All Rock Collectors! Will 
you tell us where we can get books 
that will allow us to distinguish 
one rock from another? And 
where does one beg, borrow, or 
buy machinery for stone work? 

This time, we are interested in 
children’s books for our Rural Ap- 
ostolic bookmobile. Everybody 
complains about the comics and 
the smut. We can’t complain . . we 
have to substitute. So how about 
those attics, those dark corners, 
where children’s books—children 
already grown up—have been put 
away. Spring cleaning is around 
the corner. Why not send us your 
children’s books, and any adult 
books you might want to dispose 
of. We have many places in the 
backwoods of Canada, and the 
little schools in them, where we 
can place good books of all types. 

We are short of writing paper. 
Changing letterheads? Don’t 
know what to do with scrap paper 
of all kinds? Mail it to Madonna 
House—we will be grateful. 

We are still looking for rem- 
nants of wool . . left overs of your 
knitting. Has anyone cast iron 
caldrons of any size? Or cast iron 
kettles? Large, old-fashioned 
crock jars, and small ones? We 
can use those for sauer kraut and 














been getting from the time she 


house?” 


old-fashioned dill pickles. 


repeated something Christ Him- 
self taught us! What did Christ 
do those thirty years at Nazar- 
eth? The duty of His moments! 
Building a table . . or a stool.. 
talking with a customer . . visit- 
ing the neighbors . . eating with 
Mary and Joseph . . cleaning the 
workshop. Such simple, ordinary, 
everyday jobs! So routine! Yet 
for Christ at that moment, that 
was IT. 

“Our Lady must have done the 
same kind of things that I do all 
day long myself . . cooking, clean- 
ing, washing clothes, sewing, tak- 
ing care of Jesus when He was 
little. I guess I don’t really need 
a modern day saint. I have the 
best models ever! Christ and 
Mary.” 

This comes up over and over 
again. This simple, basic idea of 
our being able to show our love 
for God and others by doing 
many, many little things with 
great love! These are the duties 
of our state in life, our duty of 
the moment. They are wonderful 
stepping stones to Heaven . . to 
great sanctity for all of us. A 
small group was discussing this: 

Little Things 

“Ts checking out a book from 
the library a big thing? Certain- 
ly not. Yet this little thing might 
be a tremendous beginning .. a 
seed planted . . for a whole new 
way of life, a new set of values, 
a greater knowledge and love of 
Him Who is the Word .. an un- 
derstanding of other people — a 
different culture . . a solution for 
some personal problem . . 

“But it’s such a little thing ! ! 
It only takes a minute to sign out 
a book!” 

“Or how about sending a card 
to a lady recuperating from an 
operation? It just takes a few 
seconds to pick one out, a minute 
to write a message of love and 
concern, a 4c stamp. But the 
lady feels loved, someone cares, 
is concerned, is thinking of her. . 
was willing to make the effort 
to send a card.” 

“The best part is that the Mys- 
tical Body is strengthened. We all 
grow in love by this little ac- 
tion”. 

How about putting a record on 
the machine here? Look at what 
happens! A soul frayed and tired 
from little brother’s rock and roll 
is restored . . the inner man re- 
newed . . strength gathered to go 
back and face little brother with 
love and patience“. 


kon—It was a busy, active Satur- 
day afternoon. 
dining room bustled with a dozen 
Indian youngsters playing “Pin 
the Tail on the Donkey”. Their 
ages ranged from six to thirteen. 
About the usual Saturday after- 
noon at St. Kate’s. In between 
games, I made cocoa and counted 
out cookies for our party lunch. 
I always have eager volunteers 
for this task. Today, eight year 
old Johnny wanted to whip the 
milk for me. Beater in hand, he 
installed himself comfortably on 
the wood box to perform his im- 
portant task. 
question. An ordinary question. 
But I asked it of a child whose 
home and environment was not 
ordinary. I received what I should 
have expected. 


drinking”’. 


open about such happenings. An 
eleven year old 
would keep this pain to himself. 
An indifferent “Oh, fine”, usually 
fills the bill for an answer. 


poor loser at games. He was re- 
bellious and tearful unless he 
came first. Maybe, Johnny had 
lost out too many times, in too 
many ways lately to muster any 
self confidence today. 


difficult to concentrate long en- 
ough to listen to instructions on 
how to play a new game are often 
repeaters 
grades. One of them is spending 


Johnny is 
again this year. Monday, Johnny 
will be back at school again. I 
wonder how much he will learn 


transient men who were with us 
for supper. There was a common 
denominator among these five 


table. 


home and had attended a Cath- 
Olic school. Restlessness was an- 
other common bond. I thought I 
heard the echo of Johnn’s voice 
in each of theirs. They had some- 
thing in common with Johnny 
too. Their burdens had been fash- 
ioned from the same fears, inse- 
curities, unfulfilled needs and 
conflicts. None of them knew 
that in their burdens lay hidden 
their real joys in this life and in 
the next. 


God to make sense of their suf- 
fering? Let us pray they will find 
it through us—their Brothers in 
Christ. 


Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yu- 


St. Catherine’s 


I asked him a 


“How is your Mom?” 
“She got out of jail but she’s 


Only a little shaver would be 


in this group 


This afternoon, Johnny was a 


These children who find it so 


in their classes or 


his third year in grade one. 


repeating his grade 


from his arithmetic, reading, and 
religious instruction class. 

I thought of these restless 
children again as I served food 
several hours later to the five 


men not often present at our 


Each had come from a Catholic 


Where will they find faith in 





Fridays? 
made by Our Lord to St. Margaret 
Mary Alacoque which are printed 
elsewhere in this issue. 





At The 
Mercy Seat 











Dan and Margaret Whalen of 
East Avon, New York, who do 
various types of lay apostolic 
work in the United States and 
Mexico, have recently founded 
the Blessed Martin Dispensary 
for the poor, and are calling on 
all friends of the Dominican mir- 
acle worker for immediate help. 

They have been treating hund- 
reds of patients every month. 
Most of these—and the great ma- 
jority are of Indian origin—are 
suffering from advanced tuber- 
culosis and from malnutrition. 
And there is a demand for the 
necessary drugs—a costly demand 
the Whalen’s cannot meet by 
themselves. 

The Rev. Fr. Gilsenan, O.P., of 
Somerset, Ohio, has presented the 
lay missionaries with a first class 
relic of Blessed Martin. They are 
sure this will bring them help, 
and helpers. Blessed Martin not 
only comes himself to do a favor 
for a friend—often he brings a 
host of other friends. (Including 
Our Lady of Guadalupe!) 

Possibly he will see to it that 
this host of helpers keeps the 
shelves of the dispensary stocked 
| with foods and medicines. He has 
jalready sent them a physician, 
Dr. who 
comes to the clinic three times a 
week, and spends at least three 
hours a day with the sick men, 
women, and children. 

Who wants to stand with BI. 
Martin and Our Lady of Guada- 
lupe at the Whalens’ mercy seat? 
Write them at East Avon, New 
York. 


Almanaguer Chapa, 


THE FULLNESS 


OF DIVINITY, 
HAVE M 








COMBERMERE DIARY 


A second dental clinic was held 











during the month of April by Dr. 
Peter Peloso working with the 


Rural Apostolate team. In a five 
day stint of 12 hours a day, he 


filled 119 and extracted 100 teeth! 


Although the formal courses 
are over, the staff are still con- 
tinuing with a Home Nursing 
course on Monday evenings, a 
Seminar on the Vows on Tues- 
day evenings, and on Wednesday 
evenings, the History of the Lay 
Apostolate. 

Laurette Patenaude spent her 
holidays in Whitehorse, Yukon 
Territory while Kay O’Herin visit- 
ed New York and Boston. 

Staff Worker, Joseph Walker 
has been transferred from Texas 
to Edmonton, and William Jakali 
has been posted to Our Lady of 
Whitehorse. 

A new cabin graces Madonna 
House grounds. It has been named 
St. Stephen’s in honor of the first 
martyr who was stoned to death. 
This cabin will house Eddie’s 
stone collection! 

Father Norbert Georges, O.P., 
Director of the Blessed Martin 
Guild gave us an interesting lec- 
ture and showed movies of Peru. 

Trudi Cortens and  Marite 
Langlois, with Catherine Doherty 
and Mary Ann Gilmore, travelled 
to Pembroke to receive the bless- 
ing of Bishop Smith before they 
left for the new mission in the 
West Indies. 

The first pilgrimage to Our 
Lady of Combermere arrived on 
Saturday, May 6. It was composed 
of a group of Junior Legion of 
Mary, number 175, accompanied 
by their chaplains and a number 
of senior members of the Legion 
of Mary. 

We might note that Shirley 
DeWitt’s new address is: Centro 
de Investigaciones Culturales, 


Apartado 479, Cuernavaca, More- 
los, Mexico. 


Have you made the Nine First 
Read the promises 





More Little Things 

“How about weeding in the 
garden? That’s a pretty simple, 
insignificant thing.’ 

“Ts it? To leave behind, for just 
an hour or even ‘half an hour, 
all cares and concerns .. to feel 
the warmth of the sun . . to mar- 
vel at the multitude of God’s 
creatures (flies and worms and 
all such things) . . at His care for 
them . . to feel the dirt on your 
hands. . to plant little seeds and 
know lovely flowers will bloom. 
People can write whole books on 
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just one of these thoughts”. 











